THE  LATIN 
SCHOOL  REGISTER 


VOLUME  XXXIV. 


MAY  1915 


H.P.3.T5. 


NO,  8 


CLASS  DAY  NUMBER 


Advertisements 


CHAMBERLAIN  HATS 


THE 

PERFECTO 

SOFT 

EXCLUSIVE 
WITH  US 

BEACONSFIELD 

$3.00 

REVELATION 

$2.00 


COiambrrlaiH 


659  Washington  St 

Gaiety  Theatre  Beiidiog 


637  Washington  St 
at  Boylstoo 


SPRING  STYLES 
TO  SUIT  THE 
YOUNG  MEN 
AS  ONLY 
CHAMBERLAIN 
CAN 


SMART 

Ul  derbies 

OF  OUR  OWN 
DESIGNING 

BEACONSFIELD 

$3.00 

REVELATION 

$2.00 


CHECKERED  CAPS  $1.15 

NOWHERE  ELSE  WILL  YOU  FIND  SUCH  FURNISHINGS 


Carpenter 

“SPECIAL” 

“SELF-SERVICE” 

SHOE  STORES 

Why  pay  $5.00  for  a little 
style  and  snap?  Come  in 
and  see  what  $3.00  will  do, 
by  applying  our  own  grand 
method  of  selling;  namely— 

“SELF-SERVICE” 
(Lace  your  own  shoes) 

Plenty  of  tan  and  black 
oxfords  with  the  white  rubber 
soles  and  heels. 

3 Stores  j 9 boylston  st. 

( 249  WASHINGTON  ST. 


VIOLIN  OUTFITS 

For  Beginners . 

This  is  the  season  when  hun- 
dreds of  boys  and  girls  are  taking 
up  that  most  wonderful  of  all 
studies — the  Violin. 

Considerations  both  of  econ- 
omy and  satisfaction  suggest 
purchasing  one  of  our  standard 
outfits. 

Outfit  No.  100:  Violin,  good  model;  Bow; 

Case,  lined;  set  of  Strings;  Rosin.  Price 
complete,  $6.00 

Outfit  No.  150:  Violin,  fine  model,  ebony 
trim,  brown  shaded;  Bow;  Case,  lined;  set  of 
good  Strings;  Rosin.  Price  complete,  $9.00 
Outfit  No.  200:  Violin,  fine  copy  of  old  mas- 
ter, beautiful  tone;  Bow,  Brazil  wood;  Case, 
full  flannel  lined;  set  of  fine  Strings;  Rosin. 
Price  complete,  $15.00 
Children’s  Outfits  in  three-quarter  sizes, 
various  grades  and  prices. 

Send  for  Catalog  of  Old  and  New 
Violins  by  Celebrated  Makers. 

OLIVER  DITSON  COMPANY 

150  Tremont  St.  BOSTON,  MASS. 


Please  mention  “The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


The  Latin  School  Register 


CONTENTS  FOR  MAY,  1915 

PAGE 

CLASS  ORATION 3 

A TASTE  OF  REAL  SOORT 5 

CROSSING  THE  LINE 8 

SCHOOL  NOTES 10 

BETWEEN  THE  BELLS 11 

SPORTS 12 


BOYS  BOYS 

We  want  all  kinds  of  boys  to  trade  with  us  — Young  or  Old  we 
like  them  all  — no  discrimination. 

Edwar  d G.  B o s s o m 

Copley  Square  Pharmacy 

Under  Copley  Square  Hotel 


Advertisements 


A STUDENT 

may  be  up  in  his  studies, 
yet  misinformed  in  the 
matter  of  clothes . 

The  Macullar  Parker 
Company’s 

SUITS  AND 
OVERCOATS 

made  on  the  premises, 
reach  a high  average  for 
style,  value  and  service. 

FURNISHINGS 
AND  HATS 

MACULLAR  PARKER 
COMPANY 

Boston,  Mass. 

400  WASHINGTON  STREET 


High 
School 
Boys — 

Who  want  smart  clothes  of 
the  latest  styles  — new  fabrics 
and  patterns,  come  to 
SHUMAN  CORNER 

A.  SHIAH  & CO. 

BOSTON 


DUNHAM  BROS. 

Q7  SUMMER  ST.  Q7 
0 1 BOSTON  0 1 

TAKE  ELEVATOR 

GRADUATION  SUITS. 


“Long  trousers  High  School 
Suits.” — Fine  weave  blue  serge, 
patch  pockets,  long  soft  roll  lapel 
finely  tailored. 

$20.00  Suit  - $14.50 

Knickerbock  Suits  all  wool 
serge. 

$5.00 — $7.50  $8.75 

Upstairs,  small  expense  makes 
you  a saving  of  25%.  We  sell 
nothing  but  goods  of  standard 
character. 

CALL  AND  SEE  US 


MAKERS  AND  FINDERS 
OF  THE  UNUSUAL 

©lamonb  JUlerdjants 
ietueUerS  anb 

H>tU)£rsmttljs; 


Class  Pins.  Ask  for 
Designs  and  Estimates. 


fl  24  Winter  St:,  Boston 

V JEWELERS  FOR  92  YEARS 


Please  mention  “The  Registei  ” when  p ‘ tronizing  our  advertisers . 


Latin  Schoo  1 Register 


VOLUME  XXXIV.  No.  8.  MAY,  1915.  ISSUED  MONTHLY 


WALTER  ALLEN  GUILD EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

STILLMAN  ROBERTS  DUNHAM.  JR BUSINESS  MANAGER 

CUTTER  PIERCE  DAVIS ASSISTANT  BUSINESS  MANAGER 

R.  P.  CASEY 
E.  H.  JENKINS 
M.  H.  CROSBY 

S.  YESNER 


.CLASS  II  EDITORS 


CLASS  III  EDITOR 


TERMS:  Fifty  cents  per  year:  by  mail,  sixty  cents.  Single  copies,  ten  cents.  Advertising 
rates  on  application.  Contributions  solicited  from  undergraduates. 

All  contributions  must  be  plainly,  neatly,  and  correctly  written  and  on  one  side  only  of  the  paper. 
Contributions  will  be  accepted  wholly  with  regard  to  the  needs  of  the  paper  and  the  merits  of 
the  manuscript. 

Published  by  the  STUDENTS  OF  THE  BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL, Warren  Ave.,  Boston 


Entered  at  the  Boston  Post  Office  as  second-class  mail  matter. 


Printed  by  ANGEL  GUARDIAN  PRESS,  100  Ruggles  St.,  Boston. 


THE  CLASS  ORATION. 


A.  W.  MARGET 
W.  A.  DENKER 
H.  M.  BERGMAN 


E.  A.  MINARD 


) 

ASSISTANT  EDITORS 

) 


Masters  and  Pupils  of  the  Boston 
Latin  School,  Members  of  the  Graduat- 
ing Class,  Friends,  all: 

Once  more  we  gather  here  on  the 
23d  of  April,  a date  so  notable  in  its 
commemorating  at  once  the  birthday  of 
Shakespeare,  the  greatest  name  perhaps., 
in  all  literature,  and  the  birthday  of  the 
first,  and,  in  our  fond  love,  the  greatest 
of  our  American  Public  Schools,  to 
celebrate  a Class  Day,  that  of  the  Class 
of  1915. 

These  exercises  have  a distinct  im- 
portance, and  should  be  sincerely  and 
seriously  considered.  The  Public  Latin 
School  is  noted  for  its  number  of  great 
days,  as  we  call  them.  We  assemble  in 
hits  room,  lined  with  the  pictures  of 


past  head  masters  and  the  graduates 
who  have  done  honor  to  the  school  by 
their  service  to  our  country,  and  we 
here  commemorate  from  time  to  time 
the  different  episodes  in  the  history  of 
our  school  and  country  by  certain  simple 
ceremonies.  On  all  these  days  we  are 
moved  and  inspired,  let  us  hope,  but 
perhaps  have  little  actual  sense  of  per- 
sonal participation  in  it  all.  On  Wash- 
ington's Birthday  we  come  to  the  hall, 
hear  the  music,  listen  to  speeches  and 
essays, — are,  indeed,  nobly  influenced 
by  the  occasion  and  the  programme: 
yet  we  cannot  feel  that  the  day  is  in- 
timately ours,  or  that  its  spirit  is  of  us, 
as  we  feel  that  to-day  is. 

In  pleading  the  significance  of  this 
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day  we  cannot  refer  to  its  long  confirmed 
usage,  and  yet,  of  all  our  commemorat- 
ions, Class  Day  is  most  essentially  a red 
letter  day  in  the  calendar  of  the  school 
which,  of  all  others  in  the  country, 
justly  prides  herself  upon  her  traditions 
and  her  reverence  for  old  and  established 
customs.  Class  Day,  as  the  name 
signifies,  holds  deepest  meaning  for  the 
Graduating  Class,  but  it  does  not  stop 
there.  This  day  is  the  symbol  of 
promise  for  every  pupil  in  the  school 
from  the  youngest  sixth  classman  to  the 
most  advanced  senior.  On  this  day, 
above  all  others,  perhaps,  is  the  school 
tried  and  tested,  for  the  exhibits  to 
the  world  and  particularly  to  her  elder 
children,  her  sons  of  to-day,  as  an  ex- 
ample and  specimen  of  the  work  she  is 
now  doing. 

To  you  undergraduates, — you  come 
here  to  see  and  to  judge  the  standard 
of  your  school, — remembering  that  this 
institution  rightfully  expects  of  you 
that  she  may  more  nearly  approach  her 
ideal  each  year;  therefore,  for  you  this 
is  a day  for  measuring  your  own  abilit- 
ies, opportunities,  and  efforts  in  view  of 
the  ideal  toward  which  you  strive. 

Let  us  consider  some  few  facts  to 
demonstrate  the  greatness  of  your  task 
in  supporting  this  ideal:  The  Public 
Latin  School  was  instituted  in  1635, 
fifteen  years  after  the  arrival  of  the 
Mayflower  and  one  year  before  the 
founding  of  Harvard  University.  The 
Catalogue  tells  us  “It  was  probably 
modelled  after  the  Free  Grammar 
School  of  Boston,  England,  from  which 
town  Reverend  John  Cotton  and  others 
had  come,”  and  it  has  been  said,  as 
you  were  told  a short  time  ago  from  this 
platform,  that  Harvard  College  was 


founded  to  provide  some  place  where 
the  boys  of  the  Latin  School  could  go 
after  graduation.  So,  fifteen  years  after 
the  pilgrims  had  reached  America,  we 
find  the  Latin  School,  designed  ac- 
cording to  their  ideals  of  severe  learn- 
ing and  of  rigid  mental  discipline,  ideals 
fostered  through  long  years  of  trial  and 
persecution.  Among  her  early  pupils 
we  find  five  of  the  names  which  are 
affixed  to  the  Declaration  of  Inde- 
pendence. Upright  John  Hancock, 
shrewd  Samuel  Adams,  and  diplomatic 
“Ben”  Franklin  were  the  men  who 
here  hewed  out  the  foundation  stones  on 
which  they  built  their  illustrious  lives. 
Our  school  history  is  radiant  with  inci- 
dents of  the  good  and  great  which 
every  Latin  School  boy  should  delight 
to  recall.  There  is  the  famous  story  of 
General  Haldimande  and  the  Latin 
School  boys’  coast  for  example,  or  at  a 
more  recent  date,  when  the  Union  called 
for  volunteers,  the  Latin  School’s  re- 
sponse is  recorded  on  the  lists  of  the 
martyrs  to  the  just  cause  of  national 
unity. 

The  greatness  of  your  task,  however, 
in  supporting  the  ideals  so  nobly  real- 
ized by  Latin  School  boys  in  the  past, 
lies  not  in  the  difficulty  all  must  foresee 
in  becoming  great  or  famous  like  those 
to  whose  I have  referred;  it  lies  rather 
in  the  difficulty  of  emulating  their 
spirit  and  the  spirit  of  so  many  other 
graduates,  not  enrolled  in  halls  of  fame. 
Their  patriotism,  their  spirit  of  service, 
their  devotion  to  justice,  to  truth,  to 
noble  living,  their  support  to  learning, 
and  all  good  causes,  their  help  to  culture 
and  to  civic  virtue;  these  are  the  great 
things  to  make  serious  our  task  in  the 
future. 
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And  now,  Classmates,  what  has  this 
day  especially  for  us,  who  are  about 
to  leave  the  Latin  School,  and  either  to 
seek  institutions  of  higher  learning,  or 
to  go  out  into  the  world  to  strive  to  set 
our  mark  upon  it,  and  to  fufill  the  mis- 
sion for  which  we  are  placed  on  earth? 
The  Latin  School  bids  you  go  out, 
stamped  with  the  seal  of  her  approval, 
and  continue,  according  to  the  sound 
precepts  and  high  principles  which 
you  have  derived  from  her  the  search 
for  knowledge  and  for  a greater  under- 
standing of  the  wonders  and  delights  of 
intellectual  culture;  and  you  who  are 
no  longer  permitted  the  pleasurable 
pursuit  of  study,  but  who  have  elected 
to  try  your  strength  against  the  world 
immediately, — your  mother  school  looks 
upon  you  with  benignant  eyes,  and 
gives  you  her  special  blessing;  and  be- 
cause this  school  is  a school  for  character 
as  well  as  for  knowledge,  to  all  of  you, 


whether  you  go  directly  into  the  world 
or  continue  your  studies  in  college,  she 
has  the  same  charge,  the  Old  Testament 
charge,  “Get  understanding,  and  with 
all  your  getting,  get  wisdom.”  Re- 
member that  “ to  depart  from  evil”  is 
surely  one  part  of  understanding,  and 
that  the  fear  of  the  Lord  is  true  wisdom. 

And  so,  Classmates  to-day  we  grate- 
fully stoop  to  receive  the  charge  of  her 
whom  we  have  loved  for  these  few  years. 
Let  us  always  love  her.  Let  us  never 
forget  her  honor.  Let  the  shield  of  her 
glory  never  be  dimmed  by  any  act  of 
ours.  Let  her  precepts  of  earnest  en- 
deavor, of  simplicity,  and  of  truth  re- 
main imprinted  upon  our  hearts  long 
after  we  have  forgotten  our  rules  of 
syntax  and  our  formulae.  Let  us  go 
forth  with  good  courage  to  join  the 
noble  ranks  of  those  who  bear  her  name, 
and  cherish  her  honor  as  their  own. 

R.  P.  C.  T5. 


A TASTE  OF  REAL  SPORT. 


I am  only  an  untanned  city  lad, 
inexperienced  in  the  art  of  fishing, 
especially  for  trout.  Perhaps  this  is 
why  my  country  chum,  Ned  Brigham, 
one  cool  morning  in  June,  very  politely 
asked  the  pleasure  of  my  company  on  a 
“trout-hunt.” 

“Its  great  sport,”  he  said,  “and  I’ve 
no  doubt  but  that  you  will  have  a fine 
time.” 

This  was  spoken  with  apparent  sin- 
cerity, and  entirely  agreed  with  the 
pictures  and  the  wonderful  accounts  of 
trouting  I had  read  in  sporting  maga- 
zines. I was  ready  for  anything  new 
and  interesting,  and  of  course  instantly 


agreed. 

“We’ll  start  right  now,”  Ned  said. 
“I  have  worms,  hooks,  and  enough 
line,  and  we  can  cut  our  poles  on  the 
way  up.  I guess  we’ll  go  to  Pine 
Ridge  Brook;  thats  nearer  than  any 
other,  and  so  we  can  get  there  sooner.” 

We  had  about  a mile  to  walk,  and 
from  the  very  start  I plied  my  compan- 
ion with  all  sorts  of  queries  as  to  the 
whys  and  wherefores  and  hows  of  trout 
fishing.  To  answer  them  all  at  one 
time,  he  said: 

“Well,  first  I’ll  cut  you  a long  thin 
pole  and  then  tie  on  a few  feet  of  line 
with  the  hook  attached.  Not  much 


6 


Latin  School  Register 


line  is  needed,  for  all  you  can  do  at 
this  time  of  the  year  is  very  quietly  to 
sneak  up  to  an  overhanging  bank  or 
clump  of  trees,  and  drop  your  line  into 
the  water.  If  you  don’t  feel  an  awful 
tugging  within  a few  seconds,  you 
might  as  well  go  on,  for  a trout  nearly 
always  bites  hard  and  quickly. 

“Of  course,  our  brook  is  a small  one 
and  so  you  have  hardly  any  casting  to 
do,  but  that  is  all  the  more  reason  why 
caution  is  needed.  Don’t  let  your 
trout  see  you  until  you  have  him,  or  he 
won’t  be  your  trout.” 

This  answered  one  question  in  my 
mind,  for  in  the  pictures  I had  always 
seen  a man  standing  up  to  his  waist  in 
a raging,  foaming,  turbulent  pool,  cast- 
ing with  a regulation  rod,  and  clad  in 
the  most  approved  fashion  for  fisher- 
men. I had  been  wondering  how  to 
do  all  that  with  just  a green  pole  and 
ordinary  clothes. 

By  this  time  the  sun  was  making 
itself  felt  and  I was  becoming  hot  and 
uncomfortable.  Trudging  along  a dusty 
country  road  with  Old  Sol  doing  his 
best  to  roast  me  was  not  exactly  to  my 
taste.  My  friend  Ned,  hardened  by 
long  experience  in  hayfields,  did  not 
seem  to  mind  the  heat  in  the  least. 

“Yes,  it  is  rather  warm,”  said  Ned, 
in  reply  to  my  perspiring  remark, 
“but  it  will  be  cooler  when  we  get  to 
the  brook.  It  flows  through  pine  woods 
you  know.  I ’ll  go  first  for  a little 
while,  just  to  show  you  how  to  do  it,” 
he  continued,  with  what  seemed  the 
ghost  of  a grin  on  his  face. 

We  had  now  reached  the  brook,  and 
I commenced  to  pour  out  remarks  as  to 
what  I would  be  catching  in  a few 
minutes.  Meanwhile,  Ned  had  pre- 
pared our  lines. 


“Watch  me,”  and,  while  speaking,  he 
walked  quietly  to  a bend  in  the  brook 
where  there  was  a clump  of  decayed 
birches,  through  which  he  deftly  thrust 
his  pole  and  then  dropped  the  line  into 
the  water. 

In  an  instant  there  was  a swirl.  A 
shadowy  something  had  flashed  forth 
from  under  the  stump, — in  my  eager- 
ness, I had  ventured  to  the  edge  of  the 
water,  in  spite  of  Ned’s  instructions  to 
the  contrary — and  a moment  later, 
foiled  in  its  attempt  to  get  back  again, 
was  neatly  snapped  from  the  water  to  a 
suitable  landing  place  at  one  side,  a 
wriggling,  writhing  sparkling  beauty  of 
about  eight  inches.  In  a moment  Ned 
had  freed  him  from  worldly  cares  by  a 
blow  on  the  head  with  a stick,  after 
which  he  carefully  covered  him  with 
cool  moss  and  earth  to  preserve  him 
until  our  return. 

“Say,  that’s  easy!”  I ejaculated. 

“All  right,’’  said  Ned,  “you  try  the 
next  hole.” 

This  time  I am  positive  I saw  a grin 
on  his  face,  although  he  tried  to  conceal 
it. 

With  the  greatest  self-possession  and 
lofty  confidence,  I advanced  cautiously 
through  a maze  of  bushes,  all  of  which 
seemed  inclined  to  be  most  friendly 
with  my  line.  However,  I managed  to 
get  to  the  hole  with  only  a few  scratches 
and  with  my  line  still  intact. 

When  it  came  to  dropping  the  line 
in  the  hole,  that  was  an  entirely  dif- 
ferent matter.  First  of  all,  a knot  on 
my  pole  collided  with  a stray  branch, 
and  when  the  branch  escaped,  it  was 
only  to  fly  back  uito  my  face,  bringing 
the  line  along  with  it.  I drew  back 
and  started  all  over,  but  only  to  be 
baffled  again.  That  pole  and  line 
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could  not  go  through  the  bushes.  A 
few  more  failures,  and  I was  ready  to 
give  up,  but  Ned  urged  me  to  try 
once  more  and  I did,— and  succeeded. 

Then  things  began  to  happen.  A. 
particularly  vicious  mosquito,  numbers 
of  which  had  begun  to  appear,  suddenly 
tried  to  bore  a hole  in  my  neck.  It 
hurt  so  much  that  I let  out  a yell  and 
dropped  my  pole  to  clap  my  hand  on 
my  neck. 

“Something — on  your — line,” 
shrieked  Ned,  between  spasms  of  laugh- 
ter. 

Sure  enough,  there  was  something 
hooked.  I made  a grab  for  the  pole 
which  was  starting  to  float  down 
stream.  In  my  haste  I leaned  too  far 
over  the  edge  of  the  bank,  and  fell 
in, — but  I got  the  pole.  The  water 
was  only  about  two  feet  deep,  and  so  I 
was  not  much  disturbed,  except  in 
temper. 

“Pull  him  in!  Pull  him  in!’’  shouted 
Ned. 

This  I proceeded  to  do  as  best  I could 
under  the  circumstances.  The  fish  was 
still  on,  and  how  he  did  pull!  He 
surely  must  have  been  a whopper. 
While  still  kneeling  in  the  water,  I gave 
my  pole  a mighty  jerk.  Up,  up  into 
the  air  flew  my  pretty  fish,  only  to  get 
tangled  in  the  branches,  ten  feet  a- 
bove  my  head.  I was  out  of  the  water 
in  a jiffy,  and  was  madly  shaking  the 
bush.  In  a few  seconds  down  tumbled 
my  catch,  and  I pounced  on  it  as  a 
cat  would  on  a mouse. 

“Say,  is  that  the  thing  that  pulled  so 
hard  a minute  ago?  I managed  to 
stammer,  after  gazing  at  a gasping 
five-inch  trout. 

‘‘It  surely  is,  and  you  had  better 
throw  him  back  before  a warden  sees 


him,”  said  Ned,  still  laughing  at  the 
amusing  spectacle  I presented. 

I took  his  advice  and  then  turned 
my  attention  to  my  line.  It  had  stayed 
in  the  branches  overhead,  and  all  the 
jerking  in  the  world  seemed  unable  to 
bring  it  dowm.  Finally,  however,  it 
snapped  out,  but  only  to  fly  across  the 
brook  and  get  caught  on  the  other  side. 

I was  getting  impatient,  and  in  des- 
peration tried  to  leap  the  brook,  fail- 
ing, of  course,  by  a few  inches.  I 
didn’t  mind  the  second  bath,  for  it  gave 
me  a little  relief  from  the  everpresent 
mosquitoes.  This  time  I cut  down 
the  branch  that  held  my  hook,  and  was 
much  pleased  to  find  it  as  good  as  ever. 

In  another  moment,  nothing  daunted 
by  the  lack  of  success  in  my  first  effort, 
I was  ready  for  more  adventures.  I was 
now  very  cautious  with  regard  to  ap- 
proaching the  bank,  and  so  escaped 
further  duckings.  Of  course,  when  we 
reached  a swampy  place,  I got  stuck  in 
the  mud,  but  I soon  got  out. 

In  the  meantime,  Ned  had  two  more 
nice  trout  to  his  credit,  while  I had  lost 
one  by  jerking  my  line  too  hard, — at 
least  Ned  said  so.  Another  time  l 
pulled  out  a brook  clam,  into  whose 
shell  my  line  had  dropped  by  chance. 

I was  growing  more  experienced 
every  minute  and  soon  was  getting  as 
many  bites  as  Ned  was, — especially 
mosquito  bites.  Those  little  pests  were 
intolerable.  The  branches  had  torn 
my  wet  blouse  and  the  tender  skin  on 
my  neck  and  shoulders  afforded  fine 
hunting-grounds  for  the  mosquitoes. 

Ned  was  continually  snickering  at  my 
discomfiture  and  boasting  of  his  skill  in 
escaping  a similar  condition.  However, 
he  hadn’t  counted  on  the  weather.  It 
had  suddenly  grown  dark,  and  just  as  I 
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landed  my  only  fair  catch  of  the  day,  a 
fine  little  trout  of  seven-inches,  the  rain 
came  down  in  torrents. 

“We  might  as  well  go  back,”  said 
Ned.  ‘‘We  can't  keep  on  in  this  very 
well.” 

We  turned  back,  but  when  we  had 
covered  most  of  the  way,  the  rain 
ceased,  and  the  sun  came  out  again. 
In  spite  of  this  we  decided  to  keep  on, 
though,  having  actually  tasted  of  vic- 
tory, I was  desirous  to  fish  some  more. 

Ned  was  now  as  badly  off  as  I was, 
and  when  the  mosquitoes  came  back,  it 
was  my  turn  to  laugh  at  his  frantic 
antics.  I had  found  some  catnip,  and 


rubbed  it  on  my  exposed  skin,  and 
this,  although  it  stung,  kept  the  mos- 
quitoes at  a respectful  distance.  When 
we  broke  from  the  woods,  it  was  with  a 
feeling  of  relief,  for  the  annoying  in- 
sects left  us  there  to  their  less  obnoxious 
brethren,  the  flies. 

Until  I count  my  one  fish,  I had  a 
nerve-racking,  but  truthful  initiation 
into  the  game  of  trout-fishing,  but  now 
when  I think  of  that,  my  first  trout,  now 
lying  in  a glass  case  in  my  den,  I would 
not  change  my  new-found  sport  for  any 
of  the  others. 

A Silent  Watcher,  ’16. 
W.  A.  D.  ’16. 


CROSSING  THE  LINE. 


St.  Pierre  Carter  had  graduated  from 
high  school,  the  valedictorian  of  his 
Class.  His  parents,  being  well  blessed 
with  worldly  goods,  had  sent  him  to 
Yarvard,  a college  in  the  suburbs  of 
Boston.  For  nearly  two  years  he  had 
taken  no  particular  interest  in  the 
college  life  and  activities.  He  was 
called  a “grind.” 

Yarvard  was  hard  pressed  for  track 
men  this  year  and  her  rival  Hale  had 
a wealth  of  veteran  material.  Yarvard 
college  held  a mass  meeting  to  discuss 
the  critical  situation  of  her  track  team. 
The  meet  with  Hale  was  only  a fort- 
night away,  and  the  winner  would  be 
declared  champion  of  the  East. 

Nat  Wheeler,  the  captain  of  Yarvard, 
persuaded  Carter  to  try  for  the  team. 
Now  Carter  had  been  considered  a 
mediocre  half-miler  in  his  scholastic 
days.  He  was  put  under  the  wing  of 
the  college  coach,  and  developed  rapidly. 


On  Friday  preceding  the  Hale  meet 
Coach  Mathews  held  the  time  trials  to 
select  the  two-mile  relay  team  to  run 
against  Hale.  Carter,  making  the  best 
time  in  the  trials,  was  chosen  to  run  an- 
chor man.  Stanton,  a man  from  Texas, 
was  chosen  as  third  man.  “Capt. 
Wheeler,  I object  to  that  Negro’s  presence 
on  the  team.”  “Whom  do  you  refer  to?” 
“Carter  of  course;  He’s  a negro,  and 
no  southern  gentleman  would  think  of 
being  on  the  same  team  with  him.” 

“Now,  Stanton,  none  of  your  home 
oddities  go  here,”  burst  forth  Wheeler. 
“You  know  we  desire  to  win  that  re- 
lay, and  Hale  is  training  her  best  half- 
milers  for  the  race  and  since  Carter  is 
our  best  bet,  he  runs,  so  long  as  I am 
Captain.  ’ ’ 

“I’ll  quit,  then,”  said  Stanton  in 
anger. 

Paine,  another  southerner  who  had 
been  crowded  off  the  team  by  Carter, 
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said,  “Wheeler,  we  never  have  had  a 
negro  on  Yarvard’s  team  since  I have 
been  in  college.  Therefore,  I dont  see 
why  you  start  with  one  now?” 

Capt.  Wheeler  replied,  “He  has  beat 
you  so  often  that  it  has  become  custo- 
mary to  see  you  trailing.  He  rightly 
deserves  your  place.  ’ ’ 

“One  moment”  a bass  voice  inter- 
posed; then  Carter  stepped  to  the  group. 

‘ ‘ I was  not  eaves-dropping  and  I did 
not  hear  the  whole  discussion  but  I did 
hear  enough  to  learn  my  presence  on  the 
team  is  objectionable  on  account  of  my 
color  and  race.  Let  me  say,  I have  won 
my  place  on  the  team  but  rather  than 
cause  discontent  which  would  cause 
Yarvard  to  lose  the  meet  to  Hale,  ’111 
quit:”  and  turning,  he  left  the  gather- 
ing. 

“His  skin  may  be  tan  but  he  is 
whiter  at  heart  than  either  of  you 
southern”  crackers”  said  Capt.  Wheeler. 

“You  are  insulting  us,  you  yankee.” 
said  the  two  southerners  springing  at 
the  Capt.  Other  members  of  the  group 
prevented  a combat.  Quiet  was  re- 
stored and  Paine  was  replaced  on  the 
team . 

Coach  Mathews  and  Capt.  Wheeler 
went  to  the  Hale  stadium  on  Tuesday 
before  the  Yarvard  meet  to  see  Hale 
defeat  Artmouth  69  to  20  and  to  watch 
the  two-mile  relay  especially.  Mathews 
said,  “Capt.  Wheeler,  you  fellows  are 
very  foolish  to  let  Carter  get  off  that  re- 
lay team.  He  is  a fine  runner.” 

“You  know  I did  every  thing  in  my 
power”  replied  Wheeler. 

“Although  Knudder  ran  a fine  race 
for  Hale,  Carter  will  take  the  two-mile 
race  in  a walk. 

On  Saturday,  the  day  of  the  meet,  the 
stands  were  crowded  and  decked  in 
red  and  blue  the  colors  of  the  respect- 


ively rivals  hours  before  the  time  of  the 
meet. 

The  various  events  were  run  off  as 
usual.  In  the  half-mile  Carter  after 
trailing  Knudder  three  quarters  of  the 
race  spurted  toward  the  end  and  won  by 
five  yards,  thus  living  to  the  expectat- 
ion of  his  Coach.  Paine,  being  a hurd- 
ler as  well  as  on  the  relay,  led  up  to  the 
last  hurdle  when  he  sprained  his  ankle. 
Consternation  went  through  the  Yar- 
vard stands.  Then,  a cry  of  hope  went 
up;  the  cheer-leaders  were  leading  a 
cheer,  calling  for  Carter. 

Coach  Mathews  said,  “Wheeler,  I bet 
he  will  run  his  head  off  for  us  in  this  re- 
lay race.”  All  the  events  had  been 
finished  except  the  two-mile  relay. 
Hale  was  leading  by  three  points;  the 
relay  would  decide  the  meet.  Every 
body  was  excited  when  the  first  two 
runners  toed  the  mark.  Yarvard  held 
the  lead  up  to  her  third  man,  when  the 
Capt.  of  Hale  gained  an  advantage  of 
five  yards.  Knudder  and  Carter  toed 
the  mark  as  anchor-men  for  their  re- 
spective teams,  Knudder  set  the  pace 
and  Carter  was  right  at  his  heels. 
Knudder  held  the  lead  until  the  last 
hundred  yards,  when  Carter,  praying  to 
God  for  strength  for  a final  spurt  gritted 
his  teeth  and  dug  his  spikes  into  the 
cinders  while  the  stands  went  wild.  He 
seemed  simply  flying  over  the  ground. 
At  ten  yards  from  the  finish  Carter  was 
running  neck  and  neck  with  his  rival. 
Knudder  seemed  to  hesitate  momentari- 
ly. That  hesitation  cost  him  the  race 
and  his  college  the  championship.  Carter 
crossed  the  line  a winner  by  inches, 
fainting  in  the  arms  of  his  Coach  and 
Captain. 

Moral  Neither  color  nor  nationality 
makes  a man,  but  ability. 


B.  W.  P. 
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This  being  the  Class  Day  number  of 
the  Register , it  seems  fitting  that  much 
of  the  space  should  be  devoted  to  that 
event.  It  is  quite  possible  that  many 
will  skip  this  little  article,  thinking, 
from  past  numbers,  that  this  space  is 
always  given  over  to  exhorting  boys  to 
study  harder  and  encouraging  their 
efforts  in  the  scholastic  line.  This 
“squib”  will  prove  the  exception  in 
this  respect. 

According  to  the  Catalogue,  this 
must  be  the  two  hundred  eightieth  class 
day  in  the  school’s  history.  Figures 
do  not  seem  very  impressive  when 
quoted  alone,  but  if  the  reader  thinks 
that  this  school  was  founded  one  hun- 
dred and  forty  years  before  the  Rev- 
olution, the  facts  will  assume  greater 
proportions.  Likewise  the  school  was 
founded  as  many  years  before  the 
Revolution,  as  that  was  before  to-day. 
Possibly  some  of  you  had  not  thought 
of  that. 


Many  distinguished  men  have  taken 
part  in  Class  Day  exercises  in  this 
school.  Who  can  tell  what  distinguished 
men  may  come  from  this  years  class? 

It  would  be  needless  to  write  a 
program  of  the  festivities  in  this  column, 
since  by  the  time  the  paper  is  issued, 
the  Class  Day  will  be  history.  We  only 
hope  that  the  school  will  appreciate  the 
earnest  efforts  of  President  McGinn 
and  his  able  Committee.  They  have 
worked  hard  to  make  the  day  a success 
and  it  would  be  an  unusual  affair,  if 
any  Latin  School  function  were  not  a 
success. 


The  finishing  touches  are  now  being 
put  on  the  companies  at  drill.  With 
the  Prize-Drill  so  near  at  hand,  the 
companies  seem  to  be  fairly  evenly 
matched.  A sportsman  like  spirit  of 
rivalry  prevails  among  the  officers,  and 
even  the  privates  seem  to  have  absorbed 
some  of  the  interest  of  their  superiors. 


Law  in  Physics. 

The  deportment  of  a pupil  varies  as 
the  square  of  the  distance  from  the 
teacher’s  desk. 

1C 

Miss  Greene  asked  the  class  to 
write  a single  sentence  of  one  hundred 
and  twenty-five  words.  The  follow- 
ing was  handed  in: — “Johnny,  missing 
his  Kitty,  went  to  the  door  and  called, 
‘Kitty,  Kitty,  Kitty’ — (107  times),  with 
the  result  that  the  cat  came  back.” 


Teacher: — “What  are  the  dead 
languages?” 

Freshman: — “Those  languages  which 
have  been  killed  by  too  much  Study.” 


It  is  a cold-blooded  teacher  who  gives 
a mark  as  low  as  zero. 


in  less  than  no  time.” 

Pupil: — “I  shouldn’t  be  surprised. 
They  say  that  fools  multiply  rapidly 
these  days.” 


Heard  in  English. 
Teacher: — “Describe  hand  writing.” 
Pupil: — “It  looks  like  the  trail  ol  a 
drunken  catapillar.” 


Teacher: — “Where  did  Alexander  go 
after  reaching  Babylon?” 

Student: — It’s  doubtful.  He  died 
there.” 


First  Student: — “Gee!  what  a fun- 
ny smell!” 

Second  Student: — “It’s  Pete’s  Ford. 
He  keeps  it  in  his  desk.” 


Freshman: — “I  suppose  you  have 
already  noticed  that  there  are  three 
wires  connected  with  a telephone? 
What’s  the  third  wire  for?” 

Senior: — “Back  talk.” 


Making  Sure. 

Maid  (knocking  in  the  morning) : — 
Madame,  I’ve  forgotten  whether  you 
wanted  to  be  waked  at  seven  or  eight.” 
“What  time  is  it  now?” 

“Eight.” 


Teacher  in  Algelba: — “How  may 
I get  rid  of  this  fraction?” 

Sophomore: — “Erase  it.” 


Teacher: — “How  stupid  you  are. 
Can’t  multiply  eighty-eight  by  twenty- 
five!  I’ll  wager  that  Charles  can  do  it 


Latin  Teacher: — “What  is  the  mean- 
ing of  facilis?” 

Student  : — ‘ ‘ Easy . ’ ’ 

Teacher: — “What  do  we  have,  der- 
ived from  that,  in  the  English?” 
Student: — “The  Faculty.” 
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CREW. 

At  present  the  crew  outlook  is  very 
bright  indeed.  The  “eight”  which 
will  probably  row  against  Groton  at 
Groton  on  May  eighth,  is  now  composed 
as  follows; — Stroke,  Hunt;  7,  Povah ; 6, 
Murdough;  5,  Nathan;  4,  Hamlin;  3, 
Walsh;  2,  Young;  bow,  Pond;  coxs. 
Coyne.  It  will  probably  remain  this 
way  until  after  the  Groton  race,  when 
it  will  be  divided  into  first  and  second 
“fours”  to  row  in  the  Inter-Scholas- 
tic Association  Regatta  about  the  nine- 
teenth of  May.  After  this  it  will  again 
row  as  an  “eight”  against  such  schools 
as  Stone,  Pomfret,  and  Exeter,  in  the 


Harvard  Invitation  Regatta  to  be 

held  the  latter  part  of  May. 

****** 

The  Base  Ball  Manager  is  much 
indebted  to  Brawley  of  Room  18  for 
the  base  ball  posters  which  appear  on 
the  bulletin  board  for  each  game.  They 

represent  time,  labor,  and  talent. 

****** 

Track  letters  have  been  awarded  as 
follows; — Martin,  Malloy,  Godkin,  Fay, 
Whalen,  Cimmerblatt,  O’Niel,  Duntley, 
Wing.  Hurwitz,  O’Connor,  and  Rroete- 
z(.]1  ****** 

BASE  BALL. 

Manager  Dunning  of  the  base  ball 
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team  has  prepared  the  following  sched- 
ule. All  the  games  are  to  be  played 
on  the  opponent’s  grounds.  The  place 


of  the  last  three  games  is  u 

mdecided. 

*Medford  High, 

April  14. 

*Somerville  High, 

April  17. 

*Newton  High, 

April  19. 

Middlesex  Academy, 

April  24. 

Cambridge  Latin, 

April  27. 

Beverly  High, 

May  1. 

Hyde  Park  High, 

May  4. 

Wellesly  High, 

May  8. 

Brookline  High, 

May  11. 

Milton  High, 

May  14. 

Mechanics  Arts, 

May  19. 

Dorchester  High, 

May  21. 

Harvard  T8, 

May  26. 

English  High, 

June  2. 

* Played. 

To  face  the  bare  facts, 

it  must  be 

confessed  that  the  base  ball  team  has 
not  done  what  it  can.  Some  may  say 
that  there  has  not  been  enough  prac- 
tice— but  does  lack  of  practice  account 
for  muffed  flies  and  passed  grounders, 
does  failure  to  watch  the  ball  come 
from  lack  of  practice?  No,  certainly 
not,  but  yet  these  are  some  of  the  most 
common  faults  of  the  team  As  one 
looks  over  the  list  of  players,  it  must  be 
said  that  there  is  some  promising 
material. 

For  pitchers  we  have  Martin,  Cadi- 
gan,  Whalen,  and  Otis.  Martin  did 
fine  work  against  Medford  and  ought 
to  keep  it  up,  Cadigan  did  well  in  the 
last  two  games  but  was  wretchedly  sup- 
ported, Whalen  is  rather  wild  and  Otis 
is  as  yet  untried  As  catchers,  Dowling, 
Malloy,  Duntley,  and  Getlow,  present, 
perhaps  the  best  assortment  for  one 
position  on  the  team.  Dowling  has 
caught  in  all  the  games  and  can  play 
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first  very  well.  Malloy  was  good  in 
the  Medford  game.  Duntley  and  Get- 
low have  not  had  much  experience 

At  first  Deeley  has  appeared  well 
although,  McHale  is  there  sometimes. 
Maguire  and  McIntyre  at  short 
and  second  respectively  seem  to  be  the 
best,  although,  McDermott  is  crowding 
McIntyre  for  second.  Third  base  is  the 
worst  conundrum  for  the  team.  Murphy 
seems  to  be  very  slow,  and  none  of 
the  new  candidates  seem  to  be  capable 
of  the  work. 

Thus  there  is  no  one  who  has  been 
able  to  keep  a position  in  the  outfield. 
Anyone  who  can  hit,  and  watch  the 
ball,  and  catch  flies,  has,  as  good  a 
chance  as  anyone  else. 

Although  the  places  appear  to  be  well 
filled,  no  one  is  as  yet  sure  of  his  position. 
Show  your  school  spirit  and  come  out 
for  the  team!  You  have  as  good  a 
chance  as  the  next  fellow.  Akw-Players, 
come  to  the  games!  The  admission  is 
little  or  nothing  and  the  game  worth 
seeing.  Help  your  team  to  win;  a good 
cheer  in  the  right  place  will  often  spur 
the  team  to  victory. 

* * * * * * 

Medford,  5.  Latin,  2. 

On  the  afternoon  of  Wednesday, 
April  14,  the  team  played  Medford 
High  School.  For  three  innings  neither 
team  was  able  to  score.  In  the  fourth 
Medford  made  two  runs,  and  in  the 
two  innings  following  added  three  more. 
Latin’s  men  were  not  idle,  however,  for 
they  scored  two  runs  in  the  fifth  and 
sixth.  The  remainder  of  the  game  was 
scoreless.  Latin’s  weakness  was  in  her 
batting  and  failure  to  tighten  in  a 
pinch.  The  summary: — 
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MEDFORD  H.  S 

bh 

po 

a 

e 

Colbv,  ss 

0 

0 

2 

I 

Early,  lb 

0 

5 

0 

3 

Laird,  3b 

1 

2 

0 

1 

Terrill,  2b 

1 

0 

1 

1 

Allard,  rf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Sullivan,  cf 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Shum,  If 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Sanford,  c 

018 

0 

0 

Donellan,  p 

0 

2 

2 

1 

Totals 

3 

27 

5 

7 

BOSTON  LATIN 

bh 

po 

a 

e 

Devine,  rf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Derne,  rf 

0 

2 

0 

0 

Whalen,  rf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Murphy,  3b 

0 

0 

0 

0 

M’ Intire,  ss 

0 

1 

4 

2 

Tisdale,  ss 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Martin,  p 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Mallov,  c 

0 

8 

2 

2 

Dowling,  lb-c 

0 

9 

0 

0 

Tobin,  If 

1 

1 

0 

0 

Maguire,  2b 

1 

2 

2 

0 

M’Dermot,  2b 

0 

0 

1 

0 

Cadigan,  cf 

1 

1 

0 

0 

Deeley,  If 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Totals 3 24  9 4 


Innings 123456789 

Medford 0 0 0 0 2 2 1 0 — 5 

B.  L.  S 0 0 0 0 0 1 1 0 0—2 

Runs  made  by — Malloy,  Mclntire, 
Early  2,  Laird  2,  Allard.  Three-base 
hit — Laird.  Stolen  bases — Earle  2. 
Maguire,  Allard  2,  Sullivan,  Laird, 
Mclntire.  First  base  on  balls — Off  Mar- 
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tin,  5.  Struck  out — By  Donnellen,  18; 
by  Martin,  12.  Passed  balls — Malloy  3, 
Sanford,  Wild  pitches — Martin.  Time 
—lh.  35m.  Umpire — Cotting.  At- 
tendance— 200. 
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ab 

bh  i 

po 

a 

e 

Downing,  3 

...  6 

2 

1 

5 

1 

Bigley,  r 

...  3 

2 

0 

0 

0 

McConnell,  r 

2 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Ford,  s 

6 

4 

3 

0 

0 

St  Angelo,  cf 

...  4 

1 

0 

0 

0 

Blanchi,  1 

...  5 

0 

8 

0 

0 

Fitzger’d,  If 

...  5 

3 

0 

0 

0 

Keefe,  2 

...  3 

1 

2 

0 

0 

Keating,  c 

...  3 

1 

12 

2 

0 

Kelleher,  p 

4 

0 

3 

0 

Manson,  p 

0 

0 

1 

0 

0 

Totals 

....  42 

19 

21 

7 10 

1 

BOSTON 
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ab  bh  pc 

) a 

e 

McIntyre,  2 

3 

1 

1 

3 

0 

M’Derm’t,  2 . . . 

1 

0 

1 

0 

0 

Murphy,  3 

0 

0 

1 

1 

2 

Barron,  3 

1 

0 

1 

0 

1 

Shot,  3 

1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Deeley,  1 

3 

010  0 

0 

McGuire,  s 

3 

1 

1 

3 

0 

Tobin,  If 

2 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Corcoran,  If . . . 

2 

0 

1 

0 

0 

Dowling,  c 

6 

4 

0 

0 

0 

Cohen,  cf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Whalen,  cf.  p 

3 

0 

1 

3 

0 

Devine,  r 

1 

0 

1 

0 

1 

Coffey,  r 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Goodrich,  r.  . . . 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Cadigan,  p 

0 

0 

0 

1 

0 

Levenson,  cf 

1 

0 

0 

0 

0 

McHale,  cf 

0 

0 

0 

0 

0 

Totals 

. . 25 

2 

24 

11 

4 
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Innings 123456789 

Somerville  H 02243251  — 19 

Latin 0 0 0 0 0 0 0 1 0—1 

Runs — Downing,  Bigley  2,  McCon- 
nell, P'ord  3,  St.  Angelo  2,  Blanchi  2, 
Fitzgerald  2,  Keefe,  Keating  3,  Kelleher 
2,  Goodrich,  Coffey.  Two-base  hits 
— Ford  2,  Kelleher.  Three-base  hit — 
Bigley.  Stolen  bases — Bigley,  Ford, 
Keating.  First  base  on  balls — Off 
Cadigan  2,  off  Whalen  4,  off  Kelleher  3, 
Struck  out — By  Kelleher  9.  Passed 
ball — Dowling.  Wild  pitches — Whalen 
2,  Manson.  Hit  by  pitched  ball — Healey 
Coffey.  Time — 2h.  20m.  Umpire — 
Barr}. 

Newton,  17.  Latin,  2. 

In  the  annual  game  with  Newton  on 
Patriot’s  Day  morning,  history  re- 


peated itself;  for  we  tasted  defeat  to 
the  tune  of  seventeen  to  two.  Our 
heroes,  Deeley  and  McDermott,  were 
each  hit  by  the  ball.  In  some  un- 
forseen  way  they  scored.  This  lead 
of  two  to  nothing  was  more  than  the 
team  could  bear  and  they  promply  let 
ten  runs  go  over  the  plate.  After  this 
only  seven  more  came  in.  The  team 
went  all  to  pieces,  and  on  a simple  play 
they  went  right  in  the  air  up  and 
didn’t  come  down  until  the  run  had  gone 
in.  The  game  was  such  a farce  after 
the  first  inning  that  it  was  almost  use- 
less to  keep  a detailed  score.  By 
innings ; — - 

Innings.  . I 2 3 4 5 6 7 8 9 R H E 

Latin 20000000022  14 

Newton.  ...  0 10  1 0 1 2 2 1 17  6 3 


OFFICERS  FALL  IN 

and 

RENEW  YOUR  CHEVRONS  AND  SHOULDER  KNOTS. 

for 

FIELD  DAY 


Our  prices  are 
one  third  less 


also 


than  any  oth-  MILITARY  COLLAR  ALL  SIZES  AND  WHITE  GLOVES 

er  house  in 
Boston. 


Rosenfield  and  Rapkin 

Elevator  15  SCHOOL  ST. 

Up  one  flight 
Open  Evenings  till  8 


BOSTON , MASS. 


Advertisement  s 


WRIGHT  & DITSON 

Htblettc  (500b S 

Are  Made  on  Honor 
Every  article  is  the  best 
that  experience  and  skill  can  de- 
termine for  each  sport  and  pastime.  It  is  im- 
possible to  make  better  or  more  up-to-date  goods 
than  those  bearing  the  WRIGHT  & DITSON  Trade- 
Mark.  Complete  equipment  for 
LAWN  TENNIS.  BASE  BALL,  GOLF.  CRICKET, 
TRACK  AND  FIELD  SPORTS 
\A/  RIGHT  & DITSON 

BOSTON  344  Washington  Street 

NEW  YORK  22  Warren  Street 

CHICAGO  16  South  La  Salle  Street 

SAN  FRANCISCO  359  Market  Street 

WORCESTER,  MASS  391  Main  Street 

PROVIDENCE  R.  I.  82  Weybosset  Street 

CAMBRIDGE,  MASS  Harvard  Square 

Write  for  Catalogue.  It's  Free 


I6art)art)  Rental 
grljool 

A Department  of  Harvard 
University 

Graduates  of  Secondary  schools  admitted  with- 
out examination  provided  they  have  taken  required 
subjects. 

Modern  buildings  and  equipment.  Large 
clinics  give  each  student  unusual  opportuni- 
ties for  practical  work.  Degree  of  D.  M.  D. 
Catalog. 

EUGENE  II.  SMITH,  D.  M.  D.,  Dean, 

BOSTON,  MASS. 


TELEPHONE  OXFORD  HO 

Otto  Sarony  Co. 

Pfjotograpfjers 

146  Tremont  Street,  Boston 
SPECIAL  RATES  TO  STUDENTS 


RADNOR 

radnob- 


THE  NEW 

ARROW 

COLLAR 


Tufts  College 
Medical  School 

Important  Change  in  Entrance  Requirements. 

Commencing  with  the  session  1914-15  one 
year  of  work  in  an  approved  college,  including 
Biology,  Chemistry,  Physics  and  either  French 
or  German,  in  addition  to  graduation  from  an 
approved  high  school,  or  to  regular  admission  to 
said  college,  will  be  required  for  admission  to 
Tufts  College  Medical  School. 


Tufts  College 
Dental  School 

Three-years’  grade  course  covering  all  branch- 
es of  Dentistry.  Laboratory  and  scientific 
courses  are  given  in  connection  with  the  Medical 
School.  Clinical  facilities  unsurpassed,  40  000 
treatments  being  made  annually  in  the  Infirm- 
ary. 

for  a catalogue  apply  to 
M.  D. 


For  further  information  or 
FRANK  E.  HASKINS, 


Tufts  College  Medical  and  Dental  Schools, 

410  Huntington  Avenue,  Boston,  Mass. 


Advertise  m e n t s 


McMorrow 

COLLEGE  SHOES 

FOR 

COLLEGE  MEN 


238  WASHINGTON  STREET 
OPP.  THOMPSON'S  SPA  BOSTON,  MASS. 


CLASS  PHOTOGRAPHERS  B.  L.  S. 

1912  AND  1913 


The  luncheon  served  at  the  Boston 
Latin  School  each  day  is  under  the 
management  of  the — 

WOMEN’S  EDUCATIONAL 
and  INDUSTRIAL  UNION, 

264  Boylston  Street 

The  food  is  prepared  and  packed  at 
the  new  central — 


artistic  work  at  moderate  prices 

Our  enlarged  studios  and  new  methods  of  finishing 

make  TREMONT  STREET 

btlldlOS  { 164  TREMONT  STREET 

Class  photographers  for  more  than  one  hundred 
Schools  and  Colleges. 


SCHOOL  LUNCH  DEPARTMENT 
building, 

108  Pleasant  Street 


rhe  finest  Ice  Cream  Soda 

IN  THE  CITY 


—NEW  STOCK— 

All  drug  stores  goods.  Best  quali 
ty  lowest  prices. 


5c 

EPSTEIN’S 

Bostons  Busiest  Vrug  Store. 

SCOLLAY  SQUARE. 

Developing,  Printing 
and  Camera  Supplies 
AT  POPULAR  PRICES. 


U.  HOLZER 

(INC.) 

25  Bromfield  St.  BOSTON,  MASS. 

All  kinds  of  Books  bound  and  repaired. 
Maps  and  Charts  mounted. 

Portfolios,  Scrap  Books,  Blank  Books,  etcM 
made  to  order.  , 

Lettering  in  Gold;  Paper-Splitting;  Inlay- 
ing; etc. 

Photographs  Mounted  on  Card  or  Paper 
without  Cockling. 

ESTABLISHED  1870  TELEPHONE 

Elevator,  21  Bromfield  St. 


Try  our  ice  cream  soda  and  college 
ices. 

J.  F.  WHITNEY 

Registered  Pharmacist 
18  Clarendon  Street 

Cor.  Warren  Avenue, 


Fifty-Seventh  Year 

J.  S.  WATERMAN  & SONS 

Incorporated 

UNDERTAKERS 

2326  and  2328  Washington  Street 
Adjoining  Dudley  St.  Elevated  Station 
Funeral,  Cemetery,  Cremation  and  Transfer  Ar- 
rangements. 

CHAPEL.  Extensive  salesroom*. 
Complete  equipment  for  city  and  out-of- 
town  service.  Automobile  Hearses. 

Frank  S.  Waterman,  President. 

Joseph  S.  Waterman,  Vice-President. 

Frank  S.  Waterman.  Jr. 

Telephones  Roxbury  72-73-74 
Marconi  Telegraph  and  Cable  Address,  "Undertaker, 
Boston." 


Please  mention  “The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


Advertisements 


A special  discount  on  all 
photographic  work  is  al- 
lowed the  Students  of  The 
Boston  Latin  School. 


21  West  Street  - Boston 


Printing  and  Binding 

We  possess  unexcelled  facilities  for 
editing  and  printing  your  school  or 
college  paper.  Our  plant  is  one  of  the 
largest  and  best  equipped  establishments 
in  New  England,  and  we  are  in  a position 
to  render  you  prompt  and  efficient  ser- 
vice. We  print  a number  of  New 
England  school  papers. 

English  and  French  Monotype  Composi- 
tion. 

OUR  BINDERY,  one  of  the  finest  in  the 
East,  is  thoroughly  able  to  handle  repair 
work.  We  make  a specialty  of  Public 
Library  and  School  Library  work. 

SEND  US  A TRIAL  ORDER 

ATHENS  PUBLISHING  CO. 
100  Ruggles  St., 

Boston,  Mass. 


James  IN.  Brine  Co. 


Athletic  Supplies 


BASEBALL  SUPPLIES 
at 

SPECIAL  PRICE 
to 

BOSTON  LATIN  SCHOOL 


Outfitters  to  Boston  Latin 
School 

MANUFACTURERS  OF 
High  Grade  Athletic  Knit  Goods, 
Sweaters,  Jerseys,  Baseball 
Supplies,  etc. 


Special  Prices  to  Boston  Latin 
School 


Harvard  Square 
Cambridge,  Mass. 


48  BOYLSTON  ST. 

Headquarters  of  Opportunity 

Opportunity  for  Comradeship  and 
Social  Service 

Gymnasium , 

Library , 

Entertainments, 
Lectures,  Clubs 9 
Employment. 


MEMBERSHIP 


GENERAL  . *1.00  PER  YEAR 

WITH  GYMNASIUM  . 8.00  “ 

“ *•  (LIMITED)  5 00  “ •• 

SUSTAINING  10  00  •*  •• 


SEND  FOR  CIRCULAR 
FRANK  L.  LOCKE,  PREST. 

CHARLES  L.  BURR  ILL,  SECTY. 


Please  mention  "The  Register”  when  patronizing  our  advertisers. 


